Wheels and Butterflies

never achieved, leaves that after many years, passes
the phantoms once again, comes to an island of
sleep, leaves that and comes to Ireland, to S* Patrick
and old age. I did not pick these images because
of any theory, but because I found them impress-
ive, yet all the while abstractions haunted me. I
remember rejecting, because it spoilt the simplicity,
an elaborate metaphor of a breaking wave intended
to prove that all life rose and fell as in my
poem. How hard it was to refrain from point-
ing out that Oisin after old age, its illumination
half accepted, half rejected, would pass in death
over another sea to another island. Presently Oisin
and his islands faded and the sort of images that
come into Rosa Alchemica and The Adoration of the
Magi took their place. Our civilisation was about
to reverse itself, or some new civilisation about to
be born from all that our age had rejected, from all
that my stories symbolised as a harlot, and take
after its mother; because we had worshipped a
single god it would worship many or receive from
Joachim de Flora's Holy Spirit a multitudinous
influx. A passage in La Peau de chagrin may have
started me, but because I knew no ally but Balzac,
I kept silent about all I could not get into
fantastic romance. So did the abstract ideas per-
secute me that On Bails*s Strand^ founded upon a
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